This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://books.google.com/books?id=yCobe2coNsQC&ie=ISO-8859-1&output=pdf




:! Harvard College Library

FROM ITHE 11 ND 9

CITTARILES MINOT
Class of 1828


















AGENTS IN AMERICA
THE MACMILLAN COMPANY
66 Firtu Avesve, Nzw Yoax















[2eH.



] ot S
SV e, -
SR T

N———

Published Fune 1904



of the gardens painted in this book are also remi-
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mass of literature and art produced under the influence
of Central Italy, little has been inspired by the South.
There is, as it were, an invisible borderland across Italy,
dividing the country loved by our modern poets,
painters, and sculptors, from the land loved by the
ancient Greeks. It is another world, and almost
another race inhabit it. Its loveliness has grown with
time into a proverb, and no longer inspires to song as
of old. The ideal of Nature exceeds that of man,”
wrote Hans Andersen years ago, when he found him-
self in this fairy world of his dreams. It is justly said
that a visit to Italy has been the turning-point in many
1 I









THE “GRIDONE,” LEADING UP FROM
THE VIA CHIAIA

The popular flower market of Naples.









may the sleep' of Vesuvius be likened to ¢some great
trance, the ages coming and going all the while.”

The eruption of 1631 produced much Neapolitan
literature, poetical and scientific. The following is a
free translation of one of the three somewhat over-
wrought poems on Vesuvius which were written at that
time by Gian Battista Basile, author of the Pentamerone,
whose works are now very rare :—

“ With strenuous throb of fire and mighty aim,
The earth is furrowed as by a monstrous plough ;

1 « Where no other laughing tree or flower
Encircles thy lonely growth,
Perfumed genet.”
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NAPLES. FROM THE PARCO GRIFEO
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. y s
last possession to go to a Festa. A woman will sell
her bed to buy a worthy dress in which to appear at
her daughter’s wedding,or for a first communion ; and
to bury their dead with pomp the people will resort
to the last and most touching sacrifices. Their sense
of honour is often as keen as ours, though different in
kind—for the knife is ever ready to play a part in it.
“They belong, indeed, to the country that uses the
knife.” Brothers will defend their sisters’ virtue, and
husbands their wives’ good name, at the cost of their
lives, and a wrong committed against their women is
avenged to the death. - Their natures are so passionate
5






up at Bertolini’s new Palace Hotel, which is on the
highest point, overlooking the whole town. For
charm of position it is perhaps unique in all Europe.
The rocky height on which it stands has been tunnelled
by the shaft of a lift which carries its visitors up
through the solid rock into the hotel itself, hundreds
of feet above—a remarkable feat of engineering. The
drive rapidly takes us out of the teeming and breath-
less town—out of streets which might have been laid,
for all the modern comfort they provide, with the
clumsy stones which paved Pompeii. Leaving on our
right the eccentric grey castle which has lately sprung
upon the amazed eyes of all who know Naples, from
7









ROCK PINES IN THE GROUNDS OF
THE VILLA FLORIDIANA, ON THE
VOMERO, NAPLES

One of the most celebrated of all the Neapolitan
villas,
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In Italy there is now a distinct national advance in
which the commercial conditions of the country are
steadily improving, while science is flourishing and
education becoming more general ; yet this period is
almost sterile of artistic production. Morelli may be
named as a true and great exception ; but he stands
alone. An admirer of the * genie de la race Latine ” can
scarcely believe in its ultimate extinction. But it is a
curious fact that the glorious days of Greek and Roman
art (as of still more ancient periods) were days of slavery;
and one is tempted to ask whether times of comparative
liberty have not proved its death-warrant. Be this as
it may, we must not forget that in the south of Italy
I






society is a mystery. The ramifications of this body
completely undermine the foundations of law and order,
and have made an effective secret-service system under
the ostensible régime of justice and municipal govern-
ment. Not very long ago the'tourist season in Naples
was threatened by rumours of several cases of plague in
the town. As a matter of fact, there was no truth in
the report. Being for the moment in need of funds,
the Camorra endeavoured to levy blackmail on the hotel-
keepers ; but they met with a decided refusal. A few
days afterwards the newspapers were filled with reports
of an outbreak of plague, much to the damage of the
hotels. Is it not curious that a large proportion of the

I3









.. PORTQ CAPUANA, NAPLES

One of the old gates of the town.
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morning, while yet the stars are in the sky, the prizes
are awarded to the composers whose songs have been
adjudged the best.

Song and dance must be heard and seen together to
be fully appreciated. The blue sky must be overhead ;
the radiant sea must be in the background ; the faces
of the singers must be olive-tinted and dark-eyed !
Alas, the real tarantella dance-music and song are
becoming spoiled by the critical taste of foreigners, who
too often judge by the musical standard of their own
countries. Could they be superseded by a higher
music, this would not be so regrettable ; but a bird’s
note cannot be changed, and in these Piedigrotta songs

3 17









A SINGER IN THE TARANTELLA
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CHAPTER 11

NAPLES—THE MUSEUM—CAPO DI MONTE

I rememBER well the first time we walked through the
Toledo. It was a beautiful day early in the spring.
Wishing to see something of the life of the people,
we had lunched at Gambrinus, a really characteristic
restaurant in the very heart of the town. Though not
frequented by the beax monde of Naples, it is full of
local colour. The walls are panelled with paintings by
Neapolitan artists, boldly painted in, and some full of
merit. In all are seen the charming tints of landscape
and figure in Capri and Sorrento. We took a small
table close to the window—somewhat to our sorrow, for
many hungry little faces looked in at us all through the
meal. We ordered the typical Neapolitan menu, which
is always ready. First came the historic macaroni, here
called “pasta,” on which the people seem almost wholly
nourished, though in the days of Boccaccio and Petrarch
it was an amusing novelty. This was followed by a
plat of «fritto mistf,” which looks and tastes delicious.
What it is made of only the Neapolitan knows, and he
will not tell. 'Who shall say of this dish, when found

20



quaint otficial of the underground world ot Naples.
And our friend now walks light-heartedly through the
crowded streets of the town, and the dog runs wherever
he pleases in safety.

But this is a digression. A fiasco of the light wine
of Capri is before us sparkling in the mid-day sun : we
-are in the land of Bacchus, the natural garden of vine-
yards. These wines are too strong for foreigners like
ourselves, and must be diluted with water. Many
varieties bear soft Italian names—Vesuvio, Falerno,
Lacrima Cristi, and so on.

After luncheon we wandered into the Toledo. Few
of the foreigners walk in this street: the shops of

21









ON THE MARINA, NAPLES

A drink and lemon booth. The vendors drive a
brisk trade all the year round. The older booths
were made of painted wood, but arc now being
replaced by more claborate ones of polished marble.









never out of fashion, the
curls worn on either side of the olive-tinted
They prefer light colours as decidedly as the
lady prefers black. I have known soberly

lishwomen who, after a few years’ stay in
have adopted colours that would dismay their
and dearest friends at home !

Now and then through the street crowd bearded
monks pass us with arms folded under wide sleeves.
' Sometimes we pass a lemon stand, hung with fresh
branches of mandarins and oranges and laden with
glittering cans of iced water. Round ‘it stands a
group of thirsty men and boys. The Neapolitans are
feverish in blood, and the harsh wine of their country
does not slacken their thirst as do the cool fruit drinks.

At every step we are pursued by beggars—men,
women, and children. I remember an English tourist

who, in exasperation, mustered up all the Italian he
knew, and, turning upon his tormentors, exclaimed
loudly, “Vado, vado, a Diavolo!” This had a re-
markable effect upon the superstitious people. Instead
of having said what he had intended,—which, no
doubt, the reader can divine,—he had angrily stated
his intention of going to His Satanic Majesty himself.
Occasionally, in and out among the crowd, we
recognise the unmistakable gait of a sailor, which
reminds us that we are in a great seaport town, and
that men-of-war are anchored in the harbour. Indeed,

23









DANCER OF THE TARANTELLA AT
SORRENTO









than women are seen in the churches,—as, indeed, is
the case elsewhere in Italy. Among the younger
generation and the student class free-thinking is not
uncommon.

Let us say a few words about the University of
Naples, one of the three important *“acadamie” which -
were the outcome of the intellectual movement of the
Renaissance. This University makes the town a centre
of learning as well as one of mere pleasure. Perhaps few
of the travellers who pass through the throngs of careless
idlers in the Toledo, or of the indolent pleasure-seekers
in the Corso, realise that over a thousand students are
working in their midst, that foreign men of learning

4 25









LEMONADE-SELLERS OF NAPLES









‘I'ne grass hath leave to grow - ;

and often does it strike one, when wandering in the
South, with what determined hopefulness new homes,
new centres, new and flourishing vineyards, have sprung
up over the ruins of buried towns. Talk to the Italian
of progress in any form, but not of the poetry and fetters
of long ago, not of the vanished glories of Paestum
and Girgenti,—these find no response. But eagerly
will he discuss the material advancement of his country
—its rapid train service and its commercial prosperity.
To him life is the more vital since it has come so late ;
strides must be taken where others walk. So there is
no time to pause, to look back and to dream. We
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grasp. However this may be, 1 think that every lover
of Greek and Roman poetry will agree in recognising a
subtle and indefinable charm in this beautiful collection.
Great marble Gods gaze placidly at us, as though only
spellbound and waiting for the touch of some Pygmalion
to breathe again and to speak. One is quickly lost in
reverie, and can almost fancy that ambrosial perfumes
have penetrated through the grimy walls. What
majestic repose is in the quiet limbs of these Gods and
Goddesses, and what an antithesis to the restless turmoil
and hurry of our own day! May not this explain how
the real secret of sculpture has been lost? How can an
age like our own—with its railways, telephones, and
29






sense of movement fills it with breath. 1 know not
what delicate psychology of spirit has enabled the
creators of these types to extract from such simple
material such perfect artistic achievement. These art
treasures may be classed in the same category as the
priceless gems of antiquity, where in a minute cameo
colossal effects are produced, and breadth of treatment
is tempered by exquisite refinement of proportion.
And in these bronzes now before us there is an acute
realism as modern as that which artists seek for in
our own day, and with it a technical excellence which
perhaps will never be surpassed.

So, in this epitome of antiquity in the Naples

31









VEGETABLE SHOP, NAPLES





















of the
i
Some
>wards
er day

sessary
cfused

lot far

Filan-

ion of

The

entury

pulled

m-line

: brick

Itis

kept very differently from the Museo Nazionale, and is

like a carefully inhabited palace, contrasting with the

neglected squalor of many an interior laden with

valuables in Naples. The old guardian, who sits in his

tiny cubicle, and in the winter months roasts small

scented apples over his scaldino, often unconsciously
perfumes the lofty rooms with their sweet aroma.

Outside the Museum we find our eager wvetturino

on the look-out for us, and screaming and cracking of

whips bring us rudely down from dreams of other days.

I wonder whether the Pompeiian drivers used such

expressive language to their horses as do the Neapolitan

drivers of to-day! Or were the noble chariot steeds
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THE PARK OF THE PALACE OF CAPODI-
MONTE, ABOVE NAPLES

Autumn,












Naples

character of its own. His later mark, R F, stood for
Real fabrique,—not for Rex Ferdinandus, as French
writers assure us. In 180§ the works entirely ceased,
and the French and new Governments conceded the
fabrique to private industry. In 1834 it seemed to
acquire a new lease of life ; but the awful cholera of
two years later threw all industries aside, and so ended
the history of the porcelain of Naples.

The palace of Capo di Monte is built over cata-
combs and said to be somewhat damp, but the park
is beautiful. Go there on an autumn day, when the
avenues fade away in the distance, when the trees are
turning to russet red, and the crisp falling leaves flutter
gently in the breeze. In the silence is heard the
whistle of the gamekeepers, calling the pheasants to
be fed, and now and then a grey-garbed figure with
slouching hat and shouldered gun saunters down the
vast paths.  This enormous park is said to have been
inspired by English style ; but, since the English and
French pleasure-grounds themselves originated in Italy,
Capo di Monte is, as it were, but a revival of the
Italian style, on an enormous scale.
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CORPORAL OF THE BERSA(
NAPLES









" the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, has now grown
into a colourless map of shadeless streets and un-
broken house fronts. The sanitation of the city,
not its beautifying, has been the sole object ; and the
modernising of Naples has been carried out without
respecting the natural beauty and character that the life
of many centuries had stamped it with. That this is felt
by the cultivated Neapolitan himself the monthly publi-
cation of Napoli Nobilissimo bears expressive witness.!
But the appearance of wealth and well-being about
the new quarters as compared with the period previous

1 This paper was started some twelve years ago by Salvatore di Giacomo,
and is one of the best periodicals of its kind in Italy.
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rotolo sucose da magnare” in spite of the tumultuous pro-
test of the people, he had his way and the street grew.

(13

. . . where such had ne’er been dreamt

Or even thought of, now the sight

Of noble palaces and swiftly built

Bid feet pause with delight,

And all with one accord the words repeat,
Toledo’s new and splendid street,” 1

1 «_ . . onde non fui pensato,
N¢ si penso giammai, hora si vede
Erte palazzi e presto edificato,
Che di lieta veder ne fermo il piede,
E si noma da ognun, senza altro viete,
La nove e bella strada di Tolete.”
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THE FOUNTAIN OF PAPPARELLA IN
THE VILLA NAZIONALE OF NAPLES

The enormous granite bowl came originally from
Paestum.









pocket and flung them at the admirer. The un-
fortunate man was deeply chagrined, having supposed
that his behaviour was doing the lady the greatest
honour.

Across the Piazza stands the Palazzo Reale, which
the first Bourbon king restored, decorating it with
frescoes and arabesques from his new toy, Pompeii.
In the fagade of this palace may be read the whole
history of Naples, for from its niches not a single
Neapolitan looks down from among the statues of the
many sovereigns. Looking up at the windows, it is
natural to remember that it has been the haunt of
fleeing and returning sovereigns, and to recall the days
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boundary between the night and the dawn of its
Thistory—between the days of epidemic and disease,
<f terrible and enforced squalor, of fetid water supply,
and to-day, when the water of Naples can hold its own
with the classic springs of Rome. To the Neapolitans
of our time it is a reminder of the courage and energy
of the king in promoting sanitation when the cholera
had laid bare all the hideous secrets of the city. He
was a benefactor in the widest sense of the word as
well as king, and would gladly have been the former
only, as is proved by the many stories of his simple
tastes. ““Ah,” said Humbert one day to Madame
Serao, “how gladly would I accept a journalist’s life
47






of the
. of the
ce, and
of hope
life of
rour, of
“he city
deserted
se .birth

rer and

3 of the
apolitan
y, while
he king
] Ita.han,
| all he

irapivs et sa ovwiv vapiam uv s swanw ,  tOULES
les autres villes sont des Lyons enfermés,” wrote
Stendhal.

It is but a step from the Piazza and the modern life
of the city to the old steps of the Pallonetta, which lead
straight from the rich quarter down into the poorest.
These steps form one of the most striking pictures of
the old native form of street building ; but they are
doomed to disappear with the fishing population which
once crowded about them. The bay that washed the
house walls below has long been filled up, and with
incredible swiftness the great houses and hotels of the

7 49



CHURCH OF S. CROCE, NAPLES

In the vast piassa in front of it the rag markets are
held, and a grest trade is done in oid shoe soles.









Lido si caro
Scordar fa i triboli
Al marinaio
Venite al agile
Barchetta mia

Santa Lucia, Santa Lucia.””!

This song, which seems so purely Neapolitan, was
written by a Frenchman, De Lauziere. Curiously
enough, of the two popular songs of Naples, ¢ Santa
Lucia” and “Bella Napoli,” one was by a foreigner,
while the author of the other is unknown.

Whether the Bourbon tax on the shade of trees had

1 Santa Lucia, by Ferdinando Russo.
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A BALIA (NURSE) IN THE VILL:
NAZIONALE, NAPLES
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highly flavoured. His language, of course, is pure
dialect. At the culminating point of the story, when
every listener is hanging upon the next word, he abruptly
pauses and passes his plate round. Dirty, unkempt,
and often totally unlettered as he is, his gestures are
those of the born actor, the natural gift of the country
that produced Silvio Fiorillo, the possible creator of
the Punchinello,—of the land, too, which has pro-
duced, with one Italian exception, the best collec-
tion of Fairy Tales in Europe—the now-forgotten
Pentamerone.

Outside the rails of the Villa lies the fine drive, the
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““For when I gaze around
I sece men on every side
Who seem to escape me—to hide,
To be dumb, or to make no sound !
And I think, even I, ah me!
Such depths for my life have found.”!

Unconsciously this may express the new sentiment of
our time, in a city whose two hundred monasteries have
dwindled down since Ferdinand suppressed the richest
to the lingering few of to-day.

Whilst the monastic life is more limited than it was
a century ago, the old religious festivals and ceremonies

! From the dialect of I! Monasterio, di Giacomo.
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STREET SCENE, THE MARINA, NAPLES

The fruit and vegetables of the town are sold almost
entirely on hand-carts about the streets.



are left to show us dimly what an exterior or interior
in the time of the Anjous was like. The little chapel
of S. Pietro dei Minuti, in the Duomo, is perhaps
the interior the most intact, in spite of restorations ;
while the church of S.- Maria di Donna Regina (not
far from the Duomo), which, passed over by the guide
books, is therefore also ignored by the average tourist,
is literally filled with treasures of the past. About the
church of S. Lorenzo hangs, we know, the peculiar
interest of Fiammetta’s image, telling us that even
Naples, the dissolute city of Boccaccio’s day, was
8 57






theatre instituted ; under the Spanish rule half of all
profits from dramatic entertainments was given to the
hospitals.

Naples is now full of theatres—from the Florentine,
where Duse acted as a girl in Goldoni’s comedies, to
the Mercadante, where Scarpetta acts in his own plays :
almost the only actor Naples has produced in the last
decade,—but the drama is not of a high order, and
even that *fanciful folly” which, Disraeli says, finds
its way into their extemporary comedy is singularly
lacking.

The streets in the direction of S. Gésu and Basso
Porto lead into many a poor vicolo, which the
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Naples

sventrimento has not yet reached, and where the cholera
once played havoc—or, stranger still, passed over !
‘ - % Thhis is the Fondaco Verde of Basso Porto ;
They say ’tis going to be enlarged at last,
After so long! Well, ’tis 2 good idea
To let fresh air into that breathless past.
“In this alley, ill-paved, tortuous,
Where the very sun’s rays are denied,
_During the cholera, two years ago,
Only one died, they say, only one died !
¢ Impoesible ! ~ So, if for an instant, = .
Within its misery lost, you would have sworn. -
Only one dead?  Yes, but s hundred born.
“ And this greasy, ever-screaming mass,
Augment, increase, until to hundreds grown
No alley this ; & rank field, ploughed and sown.”!

Here it is, in these poor streets, that the links between
the Naples of yesterday and that of to-day are found—
links that will not be broken, though so many of the
old landmarks of the city have gone. De Falco,
Celano, and the old guides who centuries ago conducted
foreigners through their beloved city, might no longer
find their way about ; the character in Dumas’s book
who could find his way all over Naples in the shade
would be at a loss amid the stretches of dazzling
squares and streets. But the old traits and customs
remain.  Still is the number of four-footed animals
vaster in proportion to the population than in any
other city in the world; still are man and beast

1 Translated from the Neapolitan of di Giacomo.
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TYPES OF PEASANTRY, NAPLES



















CHAPTER IV

THE NEAPOLITAN CHARACTER—THE LOTTERY—
CAMORRA, ETC.

- Tuz Neapolitans are a fanciful and imaginative people ;
and sbout this imaginative quality, at once the charm
and the curse of the South, there is something almost
volcanic in its intensity and in its vagaries. It can be
traced in every path of life, in every line of work. What
is the lottery but an instance of it? How often has
thutubjectbeendweltuponmdcomderedfromthc
point of view of an incurable passion for gambling, a
corroding vice, which a by no means blameless Govern-
ment has not discouraged ! It might be nearer the truth
to regard it as the outcome of a people’s fantastic
imagination. They are the followers of phantoms, the
dreamers of vain dreams. They are slaves of poverty
whose exalted hopes of freedom buoy them up with the
strength to live. The poorest among the very poor are
those who hope the most, since they have the most to
gain, and to the last day of their miserable lives this
hope never fails them.

From earlicst times the lottery was always used as a
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exclaims with }Torror, “ What ! are they so poor now
that they cannot even play ?”

If there is one method more than another (apart
from the interference of the fattened Government) which
suggests itself as a possible remedy for the evil, it is that
of the influence of the Church. But here arises a new
difficulty ; for the lottery is looked upon as being under
the special protection of the priests, and there is an
erroneous belief that it was founded by Ignatius Loyola
himself. Thousands of players habitually stake on the
Virgin’s numbers, those who win returning thanks as
devoutly as the losers curse their favourite Madonna.
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than to spend directly upon themselves. Indeed, the
vice of gambling is at the root of a vast quantity of
thefts and petty crimes which are roughly classed as
camorristic. Think of the temptation! Impossible
to go out without passing a Banco Lotto, with its five
flaming red, blue, and green numbers, ticketed up
outside,—for each bureau makes its own guess at lucky
numbers for the next draw. Habitués, however, often
play persistently for years upon the same numbers.

The fortunes of chance are certainly a more curious
study in the Italian lottery than even in the frantic
play of Monte Carlo. The statistics point to a kind of
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This society may change its name in time, and lose
something of its power; but I question whether it will
ever be entirely swept out of Naples. It is in the
blood of this apparently ground-down people to assert
themselves and govern in some form or other. It
seems to be the opinion among foreigners of to-day
who have lived long in Naples that no Camorra as a
society now exists. They say that the word has become
a mere term to express all acts of dishonesty, private or
political. The Neapolitans themselves, the bourgeoisie,
tell another story, and I recall the words of the great
historian of Naples: ¢Italy may indeed continue as
entirely free, may have her Budgets as perfectly balanced
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of profound subtlety of treatment and an exquisitely
refined invention. As an example of the ruinous
effects of Neapolitan popularity I might instance a
well-known and brilliant sculptor who struck a popular
note some years ago, which the foreign critic might
well pronounce to have been his death-blow as far as
further production went. An exquisite little bust of
a girl’s head so struck the people’s fancy that the
artist seems now to spend his time in turning out
endless copies of it! It pays. That is the great
thing.

There is another quality which is dangerous to the
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enveloped still—so it impressed us—with the courtly
but now fictitious legends of the past. Many of the
noblesse are poor; but they have a deeply-rooted
pride, and the worship of money without birth, which
characterises other parts of Italy, is more restrained in
Naples.

“The mouveaux rickes have money, it is true,” said
a Neapolitan to me ; “but can they have finesse ?  Ah,
no: thatis ours!”

I longed to discuss the value of freshly-made money
from the purely practical point of view, balancing its
tremendous power, its modernising influences, its frank
vulgarity, against this pride of birth that will not
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latest Parisian clothes, and among the upper classes
are seen slim and exquisite figures. They have a
charming manner—not exactly naive, but full of natural
ease. Their tastes and many of their opinions strike
us at first as being wonderfully modern; but beneath
the surface they aré not yet in harmony with the
changed tenor of thought. Society is still narrowed
intellectually as of old by the standpoint from which
the men regard the women, a standpoint so low that
for a woman to be originally gifted and liberal in her
ideas is a fact incapable of arousing the least apprecia-
tion among her entourage. Among this class of women
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sunny
with orange-trees about us and a ge
autumn breeze fanning our cheeks. The ringing la
of the contadini is still in our ears, and the languor
the South follows us from afar!
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Piedigrotta and on beyond Pozzuoli. ‘L'hough this is
the fashionable promenade for the Neapolitan of every
class, it is infested with beggars, deformed and horrible
to witness, who seem literally to glory in the misery
they thrust under the eyes of every passer-by.

Here at random is one wretched case. We saw a
boy in rags which held together simply because they were
more or less incrusted into the body. His head was
bleeding profusely from a blow, and he was yelling with
mingled pain and the thirst for revenge. A crowd
collected, of course ; and we paused to see what could

be done, when to our relief two sisters of the poor
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which once rendered the fields about so malarious. It
looks now more like a great artificial pond than the
mirror of centuries. On a warm summer day, when the
insects are buzzing and butterflies fluttering about its
edge, when the sun is shining brilliantly over the lake and
catching the soft reflections of the ruined baths on the
farther side, there is about it much the same sentiment,
half poetic, half artificial, which is often felt in a private

! In February of this year a very curious Italian créche of the 18th
century was sold at the Hoétel Drouot in Paris. It contained about 175
little Neapolitan dolls, of which the heads, modelled in terra-cotta and
painted, were masterpieces of delicate workmanship. Unfortunately, no

amateur was found to purchase it, and the dolls were finally sold separately,
fetching in all a total of 1525 francs.
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ON A HOUSE TOP, SORRENTO

A few among the old women still spin with Homeric
simplicity.









spot could have created the grand picture in the £Eneid
of the frenzied Sibyl in her wind-swept abode? How
the dark, shadowy walls seem impregnated with vatic
utterances ! while the dim path seems surely to descend
to Stygian waters.

Out we come at last into the kindly sunshine. We
rub our eyes, and the gloom of a moment ago sinks
back into the impossible past. But we realise more
clearly and fully that we are in the midst of the land of
Homer, on the ground which answers so perfectly as
the boundary of the living world and the confines of
the infernal regions. Yet this Grotto of the Sibyl was
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possession of us.

Must there not have existed, in those dark ages
when the monastic life grew into such especial favour,
some hidden vein of the sentiment of the beauty of
landscape among its followers, some cult of the Beautiful
quite as real in its way as anything of our own times ?
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damask and uncovercd.l The last time we travelled on
this line the engine broke down completely, and, unlike
the proverbial three-legged horse of Naples, had to be
tugged instead of driven to its goal.

In spite of jolting roads and indescribable noise, the
kaleidoscopic scenery of the towns on the way is rich
in human interest and variety. On this particular day the
Festa of Monte Vergine was drawing to a close, and
hundreds and hundreds of pilgrim-laden carriages—
victorias, bagarini, brakes, and char-i-bancs—tore past
us at an inconceivable rate. Most of  the drivers were
running races regardlessly of any one’s safety, lashing
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ymewhat

ns of a
serious nature were not inrrequent. Laay Morgan
describes in her Ital/ie how the lava seemed literally
to enter the very windows !

It was in this villa, in 1879, that the unfortunate
Ismail was allowed to take up his residence, and the
entire building was reconstructed to suit him and his
harem. All kinds of legends sprang up of the wild
and oriental luxury of his life. The courtyard was said
to be strewn with sand imported from the desert and
still hot with the African sun! Yet his harem consisted
of only three wives, and far from living in contented
happiness during his seven years’ seclusion there, Ismail
was probably counting the hours until he could regain
his kingdom and leave his exile for ever.

I am told that it is intended to erect a Colonial
Museum, with Zoological Gardens, in the Palace of
Portici. That is a project of the Duca d’ Andria, who
is well known for his interest in public works. Were
it carried out, it might instil a new life into the town.

This palace was built in 1738, the year after the
terrible eruption had destroyed so much in Portici and
Torre del Greco. No town displays a history of more
temerity than Portici in its defiance of menacing danger.
When the young King was warned that he was choosing a
strangely unsafe spot for his ¢ Fontainebleau,” his answer
showed that he had already digested the favourite phrase
of his new people : “Iddio, Maria Immaculata, e San
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From Naples to Castellamare

Beyond ‘ Annunziata,” which Murat once vainly
endeavoured to name after himself,—now interesting
only as the point at which the train from Castella-
mare usually breaks down—the beautiful Pompeian
plain stretches around. The strawberries were ripe
behind the low walls, and we gathered some as we
passed from the garden of a haggling old peasant.
Between quiet fields, dotted with the bent figures of
women-labourers, and the rose colour of their scattered
dwellings, the white road winds smoothly — hardly
whiter than the dust-covered vegetation on cither side.
Sky and sea are deep blue, and Vesuvius melts into the
atmosphere like a vast Parma violet.

The island of Rovigliano, which has been but a dark
spot hardly noticeable in the blue sea, grows now into
clear fantastic shape, and the old tower of the sixteenth
century rises from its black rock like a weird parasite.
At one end, broken off from the island, stands a great
pyramidical stone, which, seen from a certain point of
view, somewhat resembles a mitred bishop swathed in
a voluminous mantle of Roman fashion. The fisher-
folk name it “S. Catello,” the protective Saint of Stabiz,
and believe that those among them who pass the rock
on certain days without reciting a particular oration are
doomed to die within the year.

The island is coloured with legends of warlike and
monastic times. Both fortress and convent, forms of
dwelling which in the Middle Ages were invariably
associated with the darker side of history, have risen
from it. In 1860 the State sold it to a private owner
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A GARDEN TERRACE, SORRENTO







































Pompeii

joy to turn from it and to find some old and weather-
beaten shrine in the pure air, before which the humble
peasant kneels and mingles his prayers of the soul and
the storm-driven heart. To the church the ills of the
body are taken; to the shrine the ills of the heart,
confusing passionate and unbalanced love with the love
of the pure and saintly. Here is a sunburnt labourer
who leaves his cart and thin, ill-treated horse in the
middle of the road, while he drags off his cap and
falls on his knees before a painted image of the
Madonna.

“ Ave Maria! She too bears thy name,
She who has filled my poor heart with despair.
Bitter are the tears she lets me shed,
Infamy ! and little does she care !

“ Full of Grace! Thou knowest, Mother of love,
That those who love as I forget no more.
Give me this mark of thine especial favour,
Into her heart some of these love’s tears pour.

“Holy Mary! When the night sets in,
When I seck to close my heavy eyes,
Fulfil this prayer . . . let me but fall to sleep.
Never! Mad am I otherwise.

“ In this Hour ! . . . Oh, beautiful is she . . .
But when she boasts that princes, noblemen,
Would die for her as dies the setting sun. . . .

Our Death, Amen!”1

A lady whose child was lying dangerously ill
addressed all her fervent prayers to the Madonna of
Pompeii. Praying long one day in her room, she heard

! Translation from the Neapolitan dialect of Sig. di Giacomo.
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CHAPTER VIII
SORRENTO

« Laughing and happy spot !
Light-hcarted and gay ;
If life hath moments of sorrow,
The blue sea takes them away,
Takes—and returns them not.”
De Curtis. (Translated from the Neapolitan.)

THE drives to Sorrento, to Amalfi, to Salerno, may be
considered as rivals in beauty, since the comparison
of one lovely view of Nature with another seems
indispensable to the modern traveller. The drive from
Castellamare to Sorrento, winding as it does between
terraces of vineyards and orange groves, through the
leaves of which the deep blue sea and sky and the
violet slopes of Vesuvius are continually visible, is
certainly one of the most beautiful in the world.
Surely, while driving along this glittering road on an
afternoon in late spring, it is impossible to imagine
anything softer in atmosphere, or more dreamlike.
The vegetation is wildly luxuriant. There are green
gorges, vine-clad overhanging rocks, sunny walls with
141






























































































































Sorrento

waves at our feet are peopled with Nereids and Tritons,
as the air is full of the voice of the living wind. The
great pantheism of antiquity is spread out before us
in the starry vault above; and we think insensibly of
the invocation to the great Huntress :

“ The risen stars and the fallen cling to her,
And the South-west wind and the West wind sing.”

The stone pines murmur as the wind freshens, and
Nature seems indeed to reveal the existence of Gods
everywhere.

Far beneath us the dark waves are washing over
those lava blocks of regular form which often we have
looked down upon through the clear and sunlit water
—the foundations of those vanished summer villas of
the Romans, from which they too looked across the
bay on many such a night.
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which leaves us in doubt as to whether some delicate
thread of memory that once bound us to a past existence
has not been broken. To each new spot we seem to
bring a new self or an old self that was forgotten.
Whether a place gains more for us through memory
or through the unknown would be hard to say; but
many a traveller to the South of Italy will have felt
this dreamy familiarity following him round the Bay
of Naples to Sorrento. Round the coast to Amalfi,
however, all is new and wild, remaining so even to
those who return again and again. There is, as it
162

















































































Amalfi

among themselves at him and at everything. The
Amalfian’s thought is his speech: he has no other.
«Chi parla semina ” is the only half of the old proverb
that he seems to understand.

Yet what a spot must this once have been to withdraw
to from the world, whose restlessness is spread far below,
while here nought but the distant and low-toned echo
of it reaches! Surely the cult for monastic life in the
past expresses not only a devout sentiment but also a
deeply-rooted passion: for solitude—a belief that in it lay
all the nirvana which disillusioned heart or incomplete
existence could need. It is the very spot from which
the following lines might have been written:—

Into the road I threw this heart of mine

And far up on a mountain have I flown.

There, for Love’s story and its passionate sorrow,

S. Francis took me, poor monk, for his own,
“Tap, tap !—

Who's there +—
¢Is there onc here
Who, down in the street let fall his heart ?’

—Maiden, thou wilt not find such person here,
With Mary’s blessing and God’s pecace, depart.

“ Then chanting to herself the maiden sang,
¢O Love, in a monk’s lifc thou hast no rest !’
And down the mountain-side she borec away
The heart . . . hid ’ncath the kerchief on her breast.””1

Sometimes, in the tormenting street life, the one
policeman who wanders about Amalfi—longing, no
doubt, to lie down on the stones and sleep as so many

! Translated from the Neapolitan of I/ Monasterio, di Giacomo.
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Amalfi

this beautiful place, and the breeze seems to murmur
with a strange sadness—

*Non sono io quel ch’ un tempo fui.”

The piazza, with its superb view, is bounded on one
side by a wide amphitheatrical stone seat, and opposite
to it rises the white-washed Cathedral, behind whose
green doors are hidden the masterpieces of Barisanus,
said to be unequalled save by the gates of the Baptistery
in Florence. Whatever were the vanished glories of
this Duomo, seldom is it that so supreme a work of art
as yet remains within can be found in so romantic a
position. We are accustomed to view masterpieces of
every kind in the stifling atmosphere of towns and in
the midst of the restless hum of men ; but this is one
of the rare instances to the contrary. Here a priceless
jewel of art is enthroned in a far-away setting of
natural beauty which adds an infinite charm. The
cutting of the jewel is worthy of its setting, and art
does not yield to nature in perfection. The severe
lines of the Byzantine structure are as gorgeous with
glittering mosaic as are the hills around with the mosaic
of nature.

The graceful columns supporting the famous pulpit
rest upon the backs of weird stunted lions, after the
fashion of the times. A dim green mould, time’s
colouring, darkens them beneath. Above is an eagle
spellbound in the stone, as by a lingering touch of
Eastern conventionalism. As I gaze up at it the door
of the Church is open ; the lovely purple haze of the
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CHAPTER X

PAESTUM

SoME day, perhaps, the lovely shore that lies between
Amalfi and Salerno may become more popular as a
winter resort, for its climate is soft and warm; but
at present it is still only a ground to be driven over,
and even that often under difficulties, the horses at
Amalfi being miserably bad and the drivers them-
selves little better. Its day has not yet dawned, and
the beautiful Hotel del Torre still remains closed
upon its majestic elevation. ~What a position for a
dwelling! And beneath the rock upon which it
stands there is a long stretch of beach—‘real sand,”
as children say,—the blue water lapping it noiselessly.
Jutting out to sea is one of the many towers of the
South ; but the tower of Maiori is almost ruined, a
dark and romantic silhouette on the sun-tipped rock
from which it rises. The waves break softly round
it, and one might almost imagine this one of the last
spots on which the mermaids lingered, as they are
said to have lingered in the belief of the Neapolitans,

far on into the middle ages.
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Paestum

ditches, standing at times so stilly amid the straw-tinted
growth about them that they seem to be listening to
the “dreary melody of bedded reeds,” to the sighing
of the breeze through the stalks that Pan would not
suffer to remain idle.

To all who are interested in the progress of Italy,
the sight of the malarious parts of the country awakes
an absorbing problem. The most striking feature of
Southern Italy, from the agricultural point of view, is
the vast extent of marsh land, covering a fifth of the
territory, and almost wholly resisting cultivation. The
Pontine marshes and the Maremma are the first witnesses
of the deep misery which separates the north from the
south ; but their extent is insignificant in comparison
with the immense stretches of waste land which are com-
prised in Campania, Calabria, and Apulia. The ill is at
the root of much of the stagnation of the south, and
the true spirit of agriculture, the healthy struggle with
ground and climate, seems curiously dormant among
the landed proprietors. In Tuscany the owners live
on their lands and personally supervise affairs; but
round Naples the great private farms and pasturage
are neglected to an inconceivable degree. This aristo-
cratic neglect has penetrated to the smaller tenants,
who now often emigrate in large numbers for no other
reason than that their untended land no longer pro-
duces sufficient to pay the usurer.

For forty miles the road winds from Paestum to
Salerno, through a country where habits and costumes
and manner of life are distinctly of past centuries. As
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Paestum

The shrill voices follow us for miles, singing
monotonous songs. There seem to be no distinctive
native canzoni about Paestum, and it is noticeable that
round the two gulfs, as Naples or Salerno is distanced,
the popular melodies of the people grow scarcer. It
is town rather than country life that produces the
Neapolitan music and verse, and the more primitive
countries are comparatively voiceless. ‘“Quanno se
canto non se pensa male’ is somewhat contradictory
round this coast.

If we leave Paestum without seeing a single rose, we
shall find them on this long road leading into Salerno.
There is a garden-wall that stretches along beside it for
what seems over a mile, and over every inch of it the
gay pink roses de quatre saisons are hanging. As if
the shadows of the magnificent stone pines within were
too heavy a vault for their delicate beauty, they escape
over the wall into the bright sunshine and are a delight
to the passer by.

““'The garden has spread
All its heart to the rosc ;
And its breath—how it blows,
With what perfumes fed :
Is it better to gather

The roses —no, rather ;
Gaze, gladly, instead ! 1

! From the Neapolitan of Fred. Russo.
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night. Before coming to Ischia I never realised that
vines were capable of scenting the air with such real
fragrance. They bear here grapes of a deep red (or
‘“nero,” as it is called), producing a wine so dark that
it is chiefly used as colouring for other wines, finding,
therefore, a very ready market. The unfermented
juice is so rich with body and tannin that it is even
possible to use it as ink. The whole island is more or
less covered with these beautiful vineyards, pale early
in the spring, but black with heavy clusters before the
vintage ; and under their leaves the usually road-bound
200





















Ischia

improve and encourage the industry, they provided
designs by Neapolitan artists, and took such interest in
the workers and their work that the whole aspect of
the wretched little village was transformed. But the
Italian poor are the hardest people in the world to help.
The strawplaiters of Ischia developed such feuds of
jealousy, such rivalry among themselves, that their
benefactresses finally withdrew in disgust. Since then
the industry has remained stationary, for the people are
too ignorant to develop anything new without help.

Nevertheless, the pretty if somewhat useless articles
turned out find their way to all parts of the world.
The women here plait straw much as women elsewhere
knit, and the vast number of fans for which Ischia has
long been known still justifies the old love song which
runs—

“ Not so many fans they plait at Ischia,
Nor strawberries ripe are gathered at Marano,
Nor as many quails fly over Capri,
Nor comes as much sweet buttermilk from Massa,
Nor in the sca as many small fish lie—
As from thy bright eycs wounding arrows fly.”

Many are the quaint songs sung about the island in
a dialect which has a softer intonation than that of
Naples. Up the hillside songs are continually heard,
one voice answering another—a custom which, save at
Procida and a few other places, has vanished from most
of the country about.

Peasant life seems a simple enough thing all over
the world ; but in the South it possesses a charm quite
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another people, another atmosphere, another scenery
and climate. One is struck on landing with a com-
plete change in the surrounding elements, human and
cosmical. A sense of sculpturesque solidity is received,
and insensibly one thinks of stern and sphinx-like
forms. It is indeed the form of this island which is
its especial charm. Ruskin felt it when, grievously
disappointed with his first view of Naples, ¢ ready
to cry like a girl” with the bad roads and miserable
weather, he first caught sight of the beautiful shapes
of Monte S. Angelo and Capri. The rocks seem
218



Ischia

sea, a veritable sentinel of nature, as it was indeed a
sentinel of the past. The interior of its courts are now
filled with hundreds of ratskins drying in the sun—the
only modern use these stern walls have succumbed to.

To us it would seem too severe a ruin to conjure up
other than feelings of gloom ; but in the days of the
happy lovers, D’Avdlos and his young bride Vittoria,
the bare rocks were covered more luxuriantly than now,
and this quarter of the island was the centre of all that
was noble and cultured of that time. It was the spot
where Vittoria Colonna wrote the greater part of her
tender and feminine poetry, bequeathing to Ischia the
echo of a poet’s name, though not her birthplace.
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Capri

* Both you two have
Relation to the grave,”

writes Herrick ; but it was only the cypress which the
Romans dedicated to Pluto, as a funeral tree, believing
that when once cut it never grew again.

How curious is it that about all the luxuriant
vegetation and flora of Naples no legends linger !
Trees and flowers, so often enveloped with story in
the North, have here purely practical associations.
The spring bursts into flower without one of the old
customs with which the Romans welcomed it, dedicat-
ing the season to Flora and wearing in her honour
woven garlands of the blossoms with which she had
strewn the earth. In the native poetry of Naples
floral terms and similitudes are used only to draw
comparisons between them and the amorous feelings
of the people, and even these allusions are restricted to
three or four flowers and fruits—the rose, the cherry,
the pomegranate. 1 could give a hundred instances ;
but the two I choose are fair examples from the
Neapolitan :—

“ Sweet as the cherry,
Rosy as the pomegranate flower,

Ah! how that mouth o’erwhelms me
With its witching power.”
or—
“ Look at this rose, just look at it,
Soft as velvet, red as flame,
How it resembles your pretty mouth
Side by side the same.”!?

1 Translations from the Neapolitan.
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Capri

she was on the best of terms with a very tall thin
foreigner in spectacles. When one of her children
fell ill, he gave her a simple remedy ; but, as is so
often the case, the child persisted in carrying through
its illness in its own fashion, and promptly developed
fever. This elicited further offers of help; but the
lady received them in almost trembling fear, turned
pale, and, excusing herself, hastened away. It was the
old story of the jettatura. Poor man! He had all
the attributes supposed to accompany the ill, and the
lady herself, a Neapolitan, was certainly to blame in
not having noticed them sooner. To be tall, meagre
in body, and to wear blue spectacles, is almost always
the outward and visible form of the inward sin. It
was but last summer that I read in one of the daily
newspapers the description of just such a person who
had lately landed at Naples, and was declared to have
brought with him the particularly bad weather that
happened to be raging at the time.

That an individual may have the Evil Eye is believed
all over Italy, but the peculiarly terrible belief in its
heredity seems to be purely Neapolitan. One of the
oldest and noblest families in Naples is said to possess
this incurable taint, and that to such a degree that
the family name has been changed, and a member of
it, a Neapolitan poet, has left behind him less of the
poet’s name than this legend of the jettatura, which
has made him the hero of a well-known French
romance. It is only a wonder that the family should
still exist and not have died out, for marriages
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Capri

remembered than the changing colour of Nature upon
which the eye can never gaze sufficiently long to be
wholly master of it. Homes of rock and stone get
a kind of grip on the memory, a mastery, as it were,
through their brute strength, when the purely lovely
fades away like a dream.

As we approach Naples, and the melting colours of
the Bay once more envelop us, when, looking back,
Capri has faded into a transparent fresco upon the
horizon, the mind’s eye still sees the great outline of
rock, the sphinxes of limestone that sink into the sea.
What contrasts of beauty are there in this land! A
mere glance seems to separate the majestic from the
languid, the stern from the gentle forms of Nature,
and we know not which to think the most lovely.

Il faut dans ce bas monde aimer beaucoup de choses,
Pour savoir aprés tout ce qu'on aime le mieux.”

THE END

Printed by R. & R. CLARK, LuaiTaD, Bdinburgh.
























